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Still, when the storm of Bottreaux's waves
Is wakening in his weedy caves,
Those bells that sullen surges hide
Peal their deep notes beneath the tide.
* Gome to thy God in time!'
Thus saith the ocean chime:
'Storm, billow, whirlwind, past,
Come to thy God at last!'
[ may be allowed, as this is a gossiping book, here
tell a story of Boscastle, which came to my ears
len staying there a few years ago, and which is true.
There lived at Boscastle, within twenty years, an
I seafaring man whom we will call Daddy Tregellas
his real name has escaped me. A widow in the
lage died, leaving a fair young daughter of eighteen,
ry delicate and consumptive, without a home or
Lations. Daddy Tregellas had known the widow
.d felt great pity for the orphan, but how to help
r he did not see. After much turning the matter
•er in his mind he thought the only way in which
r could make her a home and provide her with
mforts without giving the gossips occasion to talk,
as by marrying her. And married accordingly they
sre. The Boscastle people to this day tell of the
aderness of the old man for his young delicate wife;
was that of a father for a daughter—how he watched
e carnation spots on her cheek with intense anxiety
id listened with anguish to her cough; how he
alked out with her on the cliffs, wrapping shawls
und her; and sat in church with his eyes fixed on
:r whilst she sang, listened or prayed. The beautiful
rl was his idol, his pet.
She languished in spite of all his care. He nursed
t through her illness like a mother, with his rough,
•own hand as gentle as that of a woman. She died
Bopped up in bed, with her chestnut hair flowing
rer his blue sailor's jersey, as he held her head on
s breast.

